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rose from their midst like a forest shrine, waving his
hands above his head and shouting:
"Thank you, good people, thank you! If we don't untie
each other's hands, who'll do it for us?"
He wiped his beard and raised a blood-stained hand.
*'Here's my blood—shed for the sake of Truth!"
The mother went down the steps of the veranda, but
since she could not see Mikhailo for the crowd, she climb-
ed up again. Some vague happiness fluttered in her heart.
"Peasants! Watch for these leaflets and read them!
Don't believe the priests and the authorities when they
tell you the preachers of truth are heathens and rebels.
Truth is wandering in secret over the earth, seeking a nest
for herself among the people. She's like fire and sword
for the authorities. They can't accept her—she'll slay them
and burn them! For you Truth is a good friend; for them
she's a bitter enemy. That's why she wanders in secret
over the earth!"
Once more exclamations broke out among the crowd:
"Listen, true believers!"
"You'll come to a bad end, brother!"
"Who handed you over to the police?"
"The priest!" answered one of the policemen.
Two of the peasants gave a mighty oath.
"Watch out, fellows!" came somebody's warning
voice.
XVI
The chief of police was coming towards the crowd. He
was a tall, heavy-set man with a round face. He wore
his cap cocked over one ear, one side of his moustache
was twisted upwards and the other downwards, so that
face seemed to be permanently twisted in a mirthless
smile. He held a sword in his left hand and gestured vig-
orously with his right. Everyone heard his firm, heavy
steps approaching. The crowd parted to let him through,
its clamour subsiding like water sinking into the ground.

